THE FLIGHT TO EVEREST
use of every moment, our aeroplane came to the curved chisel-
like summit of Everest, crossing it, so it seemed to me, just a
hair's breadth over its menacing summit. The crest came up
to meet me as I crouched peering through the floor, and I
almost wondered whether the tail skid would strike the summit.
I laboured incessantly, panting again for breath to expose plates
and films, each lift of the camera being a real exertion. Every
now and then my eyes swam a little and I looked at the oxygen
flow-meter to find it reading its maximum. So I bethought
myself of the little cork plugs I had whittled down to fit the
eye apertures of the mask. Tearing off the heavy gloves and
fumbling with cold fingers, I managed to stuff them in.
"Now I had worked my way up again to a standing position,
with the cockpit roof fully open and its flaps fastened back.
I had my head and shoulders out into the slip-stream, which had
become strangely bereft of its accustomed force. I was astonished
for a moment till I suddenly remembered that the wind here
only weighed a quarter as much as at sea-level. Now I could take
photographs over the top of the machine much aided by these
fortunate cork plugs. Without them, if the aviator has his head
sideways in the slip-stream the oxygen tends to be blown from
his mask and the flow stopped before it can reach his mouth,
in much the same way that a trout may be drowned by pulling
him upstream against the lie of his gills.
"Thus almost, and indeed before I expected it, we swooped
over the summit and a savage period of toil began. The pilot
swung the machine skilfully again towards the westward into
the huge wind force sweeping downwards over the crest; so
great was its strength that, as the machine battled with it and
struggled to climb upwards against the downfall, we seemed
scarcely to make headway in spite of our 120 mile an hour air
speed. I crammed plate-holderafter plate-holder into the camera,
releasing the shutter as fast as I could, to line it on one wonderful
scene after another. We were now for a few moments in the
very plume itself, and as we swung round fragments of ice
ratded violently into the cockpit.
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